
Identity of the Men Who Make
Us AIJ Laugh Once

a Year.

Mr. Howard, the Caricaturist of Hu¬
man Weaknesses, Studied

Art in Paris.

JOKER RIGNEY A HARVARD MAN.

Both Have Wonderful Facility in Hitting
Off the Fads and Foibles of

Mankind, and Have
No Equals.

The man that draws the caricatures for
the comic valentines and his fellow con¬

spirator, the poet who writes the funny
jingles and rhymes, bringing joy to some

and misery to others, are clever, inoffen¬
sive men, whose sense of humor gives them
a highly proiitabie livelihood every day
in the year. It is almost a sacrilege to
reveal their identity, but the Sun-
Journal here does so, knowing that millions
of people will be interested in the authors
of so much harmless nonsense. The artist
is Charles J. Howard, and the versifier ^Is
William J. Rigney. They have been in the
valentine business for twenty years.
Mr. Howard spent a great many years

in Paris. He was at Julian's under the
art tutorship of many eminent men, and
was one of the most promising in thrft
famous academy. Upon a reversal of his
fortunes he found that he must turn

his artistic abilities to some lucrative
use. Having an acute sense of the ridicu¬
lous, he used to make caricatures of his
friends. One day some one sent him a

villainous valentine, and by way of revenge
he sent one of his owp concoction in
return. This latter was so unique and
irresistibly funny that instead of taking
offence at it the* good natured recipient
fi-amed the caricature and hung it on the
wall.
One evening Howard was deploring his

ill luck and his struggles with adversity
to this friend, when the latter pointed to
the caricature on the wall and said: "Why
don't you go to the valentine makers and
see if you can't get some of those things
to do?" The result It that a wealthy
publishing house has for years been paying
Mr. Howard a very large salary just to
hunt up quaint types and reproduce them
with all the dexterous exaggeration of the
funny man.

Mr. Howard's yearly output of drawings
is about 1,500. Of these something like
75 per cent are published, and added to
the enormous stock on hand, which
amounts to some 10,000 subjects more.
Of course there is also a yearly weeding
out. There are constantly disappearing cer¬
tain types and conditions of life which
make the valentine that deals with them
useless.
If a comparison were made of the comic

valentine of twenty years ago and those
of the present, it would be seen how the
vanities and snobberies of the public
change almost yearly, and that because
u -.rt.iiu fulii.c Ir-, iilniosi universal now is
no reason why two years hence will not
see it relegated to the past and never
again recalled. To keep abreast with the
times in this particular is Mr. Howard's
aim, and he does so with remarkable
character insight. The popularity of his
cartoons attests this fact in every corner of
the country, in the little general store of
the Texan frontier or the post .office of
the Maine forest town, as well as in the
cramped and crowded little candy shops
and notion stores of Mulberry street.
Mr. Rigney, the versifier who does the

verses to Mr. Howard's drawings, is a
cultured Harvard graduate. He does other
work besides that of laureate tdl the million
and follows Mr. Howard's lead. The draw¬
ings are never made after the verses, but
the verses are always made to fit the car-
loons. Thus Mr. Rigney'ss work is compara¬
tively easy, wlurn the cue is given him with
so much force and cleverness by the artist.
Hut that does not argue by any means

, tbese,verses are easy to write. If you
think they are, take a cartoon at random
and folding Mr. ltigney's verses under con¬

struct some of your own and compare
them with his. You will see that it is not
so easy to turn out a'thousand sets of
verses of this kind every year, all of them
funny and as full of prickles as a thistle.
Mr Rigney s income from his part of the
combination is not so large as Mr. How¬
ard s but there is many a swell professor
in his Alma Mater to-day who receives a
less compensation for his work
To cope successfully with these subjects

tne poet must take as extreme and ironical
a view of the character as the artist him¬
self. He must, moreover, have a close ac-

w,tb people in the lower walks
of life the great average intelligence, and
deal with the phrases and slang of the
common people. The accompanying illus¬
trations are typical specimens of the joint
efforts of these interesting fun-makers.
It is not essentially flattering to our spirit

of gallantry, yet the fact remains that
women are more interested in valentines
than the men and that more comics on
the foibles and follies of women are sold
t han tliosc that deal with the extrava-
gances of men.

It has been said that the American comic
. valentine has superseded all others. This
Is quite true in some countries, where the
publishers have done all In their power to
popularize them. The great bulk of the
trade is American; but in all English-
speaking district's of the globe these comics
are very popular and the demand is ln-

e< Amer,p«n valentine pub¬
lishing house is one of the largest in the
world. Its factory is in Williamsburg, and
thousands of hands are employed
It is interesting to know that manv fa¬

mous artists in times past made comic

Jftll vll°r t? tbe ?V0lf fro,u the 'loor.
Wihu \ edder, the genius who illustrated
Omar Rhayyam in a manner thaibroj^ht him world-wide fame and'a large

foitune, and who had just completed the
frescoes In a new house of one of out-
greatest millionaires-.a work for whir*h
the artist was paid a prin'cely sum-at onn

^ wintry winds out of hi*

X New Yorkf d0i"K COmlc TaIei>tines hero

MET AFTER 42 YEARS.
Two Brothers Who Thought Each Other

Dead Brought Together by a

Casual Remark. t, f

The casual remarlTo7Tcommer^ial trav-
el lor was recently the cause of the re-
anion of two brothers who had been separ¬
ated for forty-two years. The brotthers

keens8 a ho^'rV,^" wh,er? of "lem
n,P * hotel. His name is Ingram

*>,
brothers had parted in 1S54 and at

^t*h0"tKrea tl10 war ,ost all trace of

dead.
believed the other to be

JoP* a£° a commercial traveller came
to the hotel of Mr. Ingram, at Cochran t

?hf a1'emarked that he had met a man of!
Bame.uame I'ike County, Ala., who

bore a strong resemblance to him Mr
Iugram thought from this that the Ala'
bama man might be his brother. He wrote

*nd fou:"i """ tbis optota
Soon after that the two brothers met

Everybody remarked the likeness between
them which the intervening years had not
Impaired to any material extent

Some of the Up-to-Date Valentines of This Year.

A CHATTERING IDIOT.
Though in intellect you're feebler than an average canary.
Of your idiotic gabble you're not the least bit,chary:You bore us with your stupid thoughts and imbecile opinions,
Till we long to see you banished to Lucifer's dominions.
We use this means to warn you. that unless we get a rest.
We'll resort to savage, measures for suppressing you, you pest.

A MANNISH MAID.

'Tother day, without your knowledge,
I a photo of you took, \And by this faithful copy \,
You may see just how you look.

You'll never be the champiou
Of wheelmen, so, perhaps,

YouHl like to bear that all agree
You're champion of Yaps.

A CASE WHERE LANGUAGE
FAILS.

They say you think a miss was made,
When you were made a maid-
That is, that you were made amiss.
When you a miss were made.
And that is why maids' ways you try
So hard for men's to trade.
The Miss who does this, all chance misses,
Of being Mrs., I'm afraid;
For a maid who falls all maid to be
Is almost sure to be Old Maid.

S SUITS FOR
OF

Long Line of Plaintiffs Has
Preceded Birdie Suth¬

erland.

Pitfalls of Cupid into Which English
Aristocracy Has

Plunged.
SOMETIMES MONEY, OFTEN MARRIAGE

The Altar Frequently Less Dreaded Than
the Court of Law. by the Peers,

Whose Affection Has Overrid¬
den Pride of Biith.

Breach of promise suits are furnishing
much food for gossip in England these
days. The latest of particular interest is
41iat of- M live itc*
tress, through, which Dudley Marjorlbanks,
son of Lord Tweedmouth, will be forced to
pay $25,000 damages.
Some ten years ago a bill was submitted

to the British Parliament providing for the
abolition of trials for breach of promise,
which are a peculiarly Anglo-Saxon insti¬
tution, being almost entirely unknown in
the Continental jurisprudence of Europe.
Although the measure was thrown out l)y
the House of Commons, it passed the
House of Lords by an overwhelming ma¬

jority.
This was only natural, since the scions

of the British aristocracy have had much
to miffor, alike in prestige and in purse,
from those peculiar lawsuits which
Charles Dickens held up to such public ridi¬
cule in the immortal case of "Bardell vs.
Pickwick." There have been quite a num¬

ber of "Mrs. Bardeils," figuratively speak¬
ing, in the English dramatic profession,
arid, like the buxom persecutor of the illus¬
trious Pickwick, they have in nearly every
instance carried the day, the average Eng¬
lish juror being far more susceptible to the
influence of the atttractive appearance of
a "Gaiety" girl than to that of the vacuous

face and drawling speech of some iuane
member of the "jeunesse doree."
Yet, to less prejudiced observers, and to

persons who are insensible to feminine
charm, such as the austere occupants of
the English bench are popularly supposed
to b<?. it must be extremely difficult to be¬
lieve that the bright-looking, quick-witted,
exceedingly wide-awake damsels, who ap¬
pear in the role of plaintiffs, are sufficient¬
ly ingenuous to have become the victims of
the callow young men of the period, whose
intelligence is inferior even to that of the
New York dude.

A MILLION FOR LOVE.
Within the last twenty years about one

millions of dollars have been extorted by
these footlight "Bardeils" from the British
aristocracy through legal pressure as com¬

pensation for blighted affections and bro¬
ken hearts. In a number of instances the
blue-blooded defendants have professed to
surrender their names, titles and hands to
the pretty plaintiffs, sooner than face the
ridicule and even downright indignity of a

suit for breach of promise,
Miss Birdie Sutherland, to those who

have kept track of such cases as these,
must appear ill-advised in having con¬

sented at the last mlpute to a compromise in
consideration of a payment of $25,000, al¬
though, of course, the old adage concern¬

ing the relative value of a bird in hand and
a brace in the bush is not without bearing
in her instance.
Until now, however, the British juries

have, for some reason or another, esti¬
mated the cost of breaking the heart of a

dramatic or chrographic star at the re¬

spectable sum of $50,000, and in view of
the immense wealth of Lord Tweedmouth,
the father of Mis# Sutherland's ex-fiance,
there is no reason why this exceedingly
stalwart Gaiety girl, who stands six feet in
her .dainty Stockings, should not have se¬
cured from the court as large a sum, if
not, indeed, a bigger one, than that which
Miss Fortescue, for instance, obtained from
the late Karl Cairns.
There is considerable analogy between

these two cases. In that of Miss Fortes-
cue, as also in that of Miss Sutherland,
the fair plaintiff was the child of a gentle¬
man who had met with financial reverses
alid had permitted' his daughters to go on

the stage id order to relieve the strain
upon the diminished family exchequer. In
each instance the gfii had received the
education of a lady, and the parents of
Lcrfd Calms, as those of youug Dudley
Murjoribauks. had expressed their readiness

to accept the girl as a daughter-in-law,
stipulating only for a year's delay that
should serve not only as a period of proba¬
tion for the lovers, but should also give
time to the damsel to fit herself intellec¬
tually and socially for the proud station of
a peeress of the British realm.

LOOKED TO RELIGION FOR AID.
Old Lord and Lady Cairns even went so

far as to invite Miss Fortescue to stay at
their country-seat with the object of be¬
coming more intimately acquainted with
their future daughter-in-law, and it is
difficult to conceive anything more droll
than must have been this intercourse be¬
tween the gay and lovely Miss Fortescue,
a woman of particularly strong character,
and the old Earl and his Countess, whose
religion was of the most ultra-Exeter-Hall
order, and who treated the guests staying
at their house not to one but to several
prayer meetings in the course of the day.

It was subsequently brought out in court
that the old couple had only consented to
receive Miss Fortescue in the expectation
of being able to effect her conversion.
"reclaiming her" they called it.and K was
not until they realized that their efforts
in this direction were futile, and that she
conld not be brought to regard her con¬
nection with the stage as a deadly sin, that
they insisted on their son's breaking off
the match under the pain of disinheriting
him. Miss Fortescue lost 110 lh0 in in¬
stituting proceedings for breach * ^-promise
against her fiance, who bore the time
the title of Viscount Garmoyle. Popular
sympathy was all in favor of the actress,
and without even leaving the box the
jury returned a verdict for the fair plain¬
tiff, estimating the damages at the sum
of $50,000, which old Lord Cairns was
obliged to pay for his impecunious son,
as well as some-.*25,000 more in the shape
of legs', '"ist*. Mts§ lias- nmtfr-
good use for her money, for embarking in
theatrical ventures, she has developed into
an impresaria of no mean order, and is
reported on the high road to fortune.

BLASTED HOPES THAT CAME HIGH.
Fifty thousand dollars, too, was the sum

awarded by a London jury to Miss Phyllis
Broughton, of the Gaiety Theatre, fo.r hav¬
ing been abandoned almost on the eve of
marriage by Viscount Dangan, who has
since become the Earl of Cowley, and
whose mother, strangely enough, was in
her turn jilted the other day by Lord Wor¬
cester, the eldest son and heir of the Duke
of Beaufort.

It may be added that Viscount Dangan's
intimacy with the lovely Phyllis was en¬

couraged and promoted by his father's
brother, the declasse coloneJ, the Honor¬
able Fred Wellesley, who is himself the
husband of the Senior of all the Gaiety
girls, namely, Kate Vaughan, whom he
married after being divorced on statutory
grounds by his first wife, a daughter of
Lord Augustus Loftus.
Sooner than face the breach of promise

case with which he was threatened by
Belle Bilton, the Earl of Clancarty, at
that time only Viscount Dunlo, married the
girl to whom he had proposed matrimony
in the presence of witnesses one evening
after a particularly convivial supper at
which he and a number of other young
lordlings of the same stripe had tossed
coins to decide who should offer himself
as a suitor to her hand. The old Earl of
Clancarty sought in vain to prevent the
match, offering to pay whatsoever was re¬
quired in the shape of damages; and when
once the ceremony had been completed
managed to recover sufficient influence over
his addle-pated son to secure the latter's
departure for Australia, leaving behind him
not only the viscountess, but also a power
of attorney in favor of his father, by
means of which the latter instituted di¬
vorce proceedings against his daughter-in-
law, naming as co-respondent an American
burglar, now serving time as an English
convict, and a wealthy but appallingly vul-

gar London bric-a-brac dealer of the name
oi" Isidore Wertheimcr.

A HOPE THAT FAILED.
Tli^ divorce was refused on its being

shown in court that it was AVertheimer
wh& had financed Viscount and A iscountess
Dunlo ever since the world liad cut ofi his
son's allowance, and that he had evenj
paid for the marriage license. The matter
reached a climax when Lord Dunlo sud¬
denly became disgusted with the role that
he was allowing his father, to play in his
behalf and unexpectedly returned to Eng¬
land, and restiilfwl martial relations wim
his actress-wife. The Earl dying shortly
afterward. Belle Hilton became Countess
of Clancarty and a peeress of the realm.
The Earl of Berkeley is another of those

peers who preferred to wed rather than to
race the music of a breach of promise suit.
His Countess used to be known on the
stage as "Edith ijrandoii," and before be¬
coming a member of the Gaiety companyformed part of the so-called troupe of
"charmers" organized by the Earl of
Lonsdale, with Violet Cameron as star,
to tour through tills country. It may be
remembered that the venture did not provefinancially successful.
Other Gaiety girls who. by means ofthreats of breach of promise cases, have

secured titled husbands are Lady Mansell,who appeared in New York a few years
ago in a roof garden entertainment; LadyMeux, whose husband is one of the part¬ners of Lord Tweedmouth in the greatMeux Brewery; the Honorable Mrs. Dun-combe, sister-in-law of Lady Helen Vin¬
cent and of the late Duchess of Leinster,and the Countess of Orkney, who prior toher marriage figured on the theatrical post¬ers of the Gaiety as Connie Gilchrist andwho used to be known by the name of"The Child."
PROVED MIGHTIER THAN THE QUEEN.The earliest of all these footlight "Bar-

dolls," however, is the now agefl and
widowed Countess of Stamford, who, inthe early <lays> of the Victorian er<*was celebrated under the name of "KittyCox," and compelled the Earl of Stamfordto .XQiifet bgr- his ami aistitle. She achieved much fame later oh bymaking 110 less a personage than the Queengive way to her throughout an entireoperatic season at Covent Garden. Angeredby the soclaDostracisni to which she wassubjected by the London society world in
consequence* of her terpsichorean ante¬cedents, she managed to secure for aconsiderable sum, and through a thirdparty, the lodge immediately adjoining [heroyal box at the opera. For the tirst fewnights of the. season the Queen did notattend, and meanwhile Lady Stamford sbox was thronged every night by noble¬
men and well known club men, 'the funthere being fast and furious.
This and the \stylish beauty of theCountess attracted the attention of HerMajesty when at length she did visit theopera, and, of course, the wominly ques¬tion soon arose in the royal box as to whothe fair neighbor might be. The Queenthen learned for the tirst time the identityof .Lady Stamford and the reasons whiciihad debarred her from presentation atCourt, and she at once realized that itwould never do for her, the sovereign, to

appear at the opera with a person of thecharacter of the lovely Countess in the ad¬joining box. Court officials tried in vain to
arrange the dilemma, endeavoring to getthe Peeress's box removed to another Quar¬ter of the house.
Every effort whs made to induce theCountess to give way, and to consent to anexchange, but Lady Stamford would nothear of such a thing. She asserted thatrshe went to the opera to hear the musifc

and to see her friends, and did not care
one bit whether the Queen came or re¬
mained at liome. Her Majesty, in conse¬
quence of this, abstained from visiting the
opera during the remainder of the season,and as in those days the Queen was far
from possessing the public good-will and
affection which she now eyjoys, the storywhen it got\ out served to vastly increase
the renown and popularity of the saucy|.Countess.

A JACK POT WITH
MP III II,

General Miles Tells the Biggest
Poker Story in the History

of the Game.

Each Player Chipped in $40,000, It
Was Opened for $40,000 and
Then Raised $40,000 More.

WON ON TWO PAIRS, FIVES UP.

The Players Were Army Privates During
the War, and They Had Just Captured

a Freight Train Loaded with
Rebel Greenbacks.

Miles Crowley, the genial Congressman
from Texas, is disappointed. Years ago,
before he ever had an idea that he would
one day help to represent the Ltnie Star
State at the nation's capitalt he read about
the big game's played at Sain Ward's and
John Chamberlin's.
About the first thing the Texas Con¬

gressman did on reaching the capital was
to hunt up some of the great gambling
places which he supposed linell Pennsyl¬
vania avenue froni end to end. He made
a careful and painstaking search, but was
doomed to disappointment. In his wander¬
ings he heard with -dismay that a reform
wave struck the city some years ago,
which knocked its gambling glories into a

c.ocked hat.
But if his wanderings did not bring

the desired results, Mr. Crowley has cer¬

tainly collected a fine array of poker
stories.of the Washington o£ a few years
ago. Nearly every man he met could tell
him a good poker story.
Senator Wolcott, of Colorado, figures in

quite a number of these stories. There is
no man in the country, perhaps, who has
sat in so many big games as the Senator,
or who knows more about the wonderful
game of poker. Yet Mr. Crowley was in¬
formed that the Senator had given up the
game like the rest of Washington.
As an evidence of the kind of game the

Senator used to play, this is told about
Jtim: He and three friends were sitting
In a room at Willard's one night playing a

"quiet" game. Each player had a nice
stack of wnites. reds and blues in front of
him, and an old darky was sitting in a
chSir near a sideboard serving in the dou¬
ble capacity of banker and distributor of
liquids.
The game was a freeze-out affair. Every

man paid for his chips in the cold coin of
the realm, and when he was broke he had
to quit. Table stakes was the game, but
there was no rash betting. None of the
players wanted to be frozen out in the
early part of the game, and it was moving
along very smoothly when a knock was

THE GRAVE-DIGGER PHILOSOPHER AT GREENWOOD.

Oh! where, you Tiling, can we And words
Thrft will our feelings speak;W4 simply have to hold^our sides.
And laugh at you. you Freak! *

Your "grumpishness" so rank is.So comical Ami extreme, '
It paralyzes language
To do justice to the theme.

heard at the door and a fifth gentlemanwas ushered in.
"Ah! I've caught you at the game atlast, Senator," said the newcomer. "I've

wanted to have a try at you for a longtime, and now I've got my chance."
"You had better not come in to-night.John," said the Senator, kindly. "It's a

freeze-out, and the pace is swift."
"That wont bother me. Woldbtt. I've

told you many times that I've played in
the biggest games in the country. I'm no
penny ante man." i
Then the newcomer dived into his pocketand pulled out a big roll of greenbacks.Wolcott shoved the money over to the

darky, and the hitter began to count it
laboriously. The game stopped until the
banker had totalled tip the roll, and In the
meantime the visitor had found a com¬
fortable seat at Ihe table, had lit one of
the Senator's cigars and was about to
begin a little poker yarn, when the old
darky turned to Senator Wolcott and said:
"I'se counted it, sah."
"How much is It. Dick?"
"Fo' hundred dollars, sah."
"Well, give the gentleman four white

chips, Dick."
It is needless to say the newcomer

changed his mind about playing. In that
game a white chip cost $100, a red chip$200 and a blue ch\p $500. There was close
to $60,000 worth of chips on the table
when the new poker fiend flashed his im¬
mense roll of $400 on the crowd.
General Nelson A. Miles holds the record

in the matter of big games. The General
was not a participant, for he has never
been burdened wi-th wealth, but he was the
-on 1y witness of a game which, for actual
cash involved, was the biggest tiling, he
savs. in the history of poker.

It was toward the end of the war, when
he was in North Carolina. He was sent
by Ills superior officer to make a round of
the camp and see that everything was as
it should be, and while passing a mean
little tent he heard one man say to an¬
other:

''I'll raise you $5,000."
This sounded pretty big. so l:e thoughthe would *ee what was going on. He stood

at the entrance of the tent and looked in¬
side. There he saw four men. all privatesin the army, playing cards with the dirti¬
est pack lie had ever seen. The men were
so interested that they did not notice him.
On the upturned cracker box which served
as a table were great stacks of bank notes,
Ln a big box near one of the players were
stacks upon stacks of money.
"The next is a jijckpot, boys," he heard

one of the men 'say. "Each man must
chip in $10,000." Not a disfcentlng voice
was heard. ". ]"I can open it," said the man next to
the dealer. "There is $40,000 in the pot
and it .vill cost you fellows" that much to
' '..I guess I'll linger," said one. "Come in,
boys, and make it exciting." When, it got
around to the dealer he said: Well, i n
boost it $40,000 more." They all came up
with the cash, making $300,000 in the pot
before cards were drawn.

..I'll bet $5."-said the man who opened.
"I'll raise vou $100,000," said the next.
"I'll see it," said the third.
"I'll raise it $100,000," said the dealer.
"That makes it cost me $200,000, said

the opener. "Well, I'll see it out. I'm
not to be bluffed."
There was no further raise and cards

were shown. The dealer had two pair,
fives up. The opener had a pair ol kings
and each of the other two had a pan of
ices. The dealer raked in the pot, amount¬
ing to $1,100,015.
"That's a pretty stiff game you ar«

plaviug.'' ;aid Miles, steppiug into the
tent.

, J"Yes," that was a big pot, but a quarter
of an hour ago Jim here pulled one in/
worth $1,800,000."
"Aren't you afraid you will use up all

your money?" said Miles.
"Not much danger. We captured a Con¬

federate train this morning with a freight
car full of Confederate bills. I ve ,got
$0,000,000 in my kit here, and I've !ost
$3,000,000 a'ready. it beats playing with
chips all to bits."
In speaking of the old-time gambling

places in Washington, a man who knows
whereof he speaks said: "Edward Pendle¬
ton's was the finest place in th« city, t
often weifc there with members of the
House. anT-saw niijJiy a stiff game. >o»
body could «et into Pendleton s without
an Introduction. No common people could
get i!i under hny circumstances. 1 eiulle-
ton entertained only the high-toned, 1i< li
and influential men of the day. It was a
sort of Congressional clubhouse, and was
manage*! primarily for the purpose of
catching the gambling trade of the ( apitol,
arid that was >norn;ous in those days.
"I remember one-feature of Pendleton s

place Which is worthy of remark. He had
a splendid dining room. There every even¬
ing at 7 O'clodfe. as his personal guests,
twentv-four distinguished , men sat down
to a royal 'east. The lug tables were set
and decorated as for a banquet, and 'many
men of prominence came Jo regard it as
a mai'k of honor to be invited to dine with
Edward Pendleton, Esq., gentleman and
gambler.

"I have heard that he was a member of
the proud and haughty Pendleton family
of Virginia; but wherever he came from he
was a well-bred and thoroughbred gentle¬
man. He entertained hi frill dress, and no
man in the land wore richer diamonds. It
was more customary in those uavs than
now for men to display diamonds. ! hough
lie catered primarily to the < 'ongressioual
custom. Pendleton also occasionally in¬
vited Officers of the army and navy and
members of the Diplomatic Corps, These
invitations were only sent by request of
some Senator or Representative, and in
each case, after a man had dined with
Pendleton, the doors were open to him,
and thus was Pendleton's business m-

1
"His was the only gambling house in the

world where men of note felt themselves
honored by being welcomed as guests. No
professional 'amblers were allowed to en¬
ter the place, save those employed by
Pendleton himself. The games there were
presumed to be straight, the house making
ample profit on percentage and on the
wine- and liquors which were consumed
bj the barrel almost dally.

11 LITTLE CHAT WITH
11GRAVEDIGGER.

backus, of Greenwood. Moralizes
About People and Things

in the Big Cemetery.
Once a Farmer in Siam, Was Backus,

and the Funerals There Are
"Awful Indecent.'

SOME BITS OF HIS PHILOSOPHY.

Candid Judgment of Life and Men by a

Rare Old Fellow Who Might Have
Served for Shakespeare's Well-

Known Character.

Early on a Winter's morning most of the
people in Greenwood are dead. The
minority.grave diggers.begin to move
about under the gaunt, naked trtes when
old Backus tolls the great bell at 8 o'clock.
Half an hour later every digger is at his
task, cutting the wet. brown sods. At 11
o'clock there is no moving creature to be
seen, but hei-e and there small Jets of
earth and the fing of spades rising through
the stagnant silence show where the work¬
ers have sunk out of sight. This is the inn
at the end of the crooked road, and the
chambermaids are turning back the heavy
coverlets, making ready the cold beds.
"I'm not saying it isn't damp," said

Backus, "but it's a sensible, orderly place.
Sailoring and soldiering I've seen a deal
of skylarking and heard a deal of loud
talk. But I come of a quiet stock, and I
like behavior about me. For a working-
man, that's not so easy to And. One of
the cutters at Pitbladdo's works, out by
the big gate, he has a brother, one of the
porters at that club over by Central
I'ark; and they tell me the carpets get
over your boots like grass, and the gen¬
tlemen talking of bonds and such like
never speak out loud. But where could
a man like me get behavior outside of
here'/"
"If you think of it. there's all kinds and

colors; yes, and Chines*, too, put away
in Nhis place. And not to speak of them
that are brought.look at some of them
that bring 'em. Lots of the coachloads
would be turned away from a Coney Isl¬
and concert. And on the. drive, here, some
of them drink a bit, mostly bad stuff.
But once under the big arch there, they
get a manner of bigotive feeling, no mat¬
ter if they never go near a church in a

year and a day. Here you get behavior
from all of them."
An undertaker's runabout wagon jogged

by, and from under the black hood a

freckled man with yellow eyebrows saluted
Backus.
"How is she, Fritz?" asked the man of

Greenwood.
"It don't get much different," replied

the undertaker, and the wagon rolled on
toward "Cypress avenue.
"Now, there is a man who gets It in the

neck off his business, you may say," re¬
marked Backus. "His place ig over in
Jersey City, and his chest is bad from
the ferries. He was engaged f®
man girl, daughter of a man that has a

big crackery out by the car shops. She
quarrelled with him. because he wore a

white satin vest to a Sunday picnic. Then
he took up with her sister, the one with
pointed teeth.I saw her one day; came
here to look at him bury a fat dwarf out
of a show; a thirty-two by thirfy-tw*> job
it was. quite square. And this dew sister,
she has some kind of a settling; it's sickly
out thete by the car shops, and when
Fritz goes to ask after her, the first sister
being jealous after it all. calls out of the
window that he is looking for trade. I
suppose most women are a little per-
juroused against a man in that line."
At Greenwood Cemetery the#e are forty,

four gl-avediggtrs, and the oldest of them
.I'atsy Scanlan.has been burrowing there
since 1841).
"There's no use trying to talk to Scan¬

lan," said Backus. "Heaving up wet
earth with a shovel, day in and day out,
a man's mind gets swinging, in a way. like
a bob on a plumb line. And always stoop¬
ing gets a man in the way of keeping to
himself. In hotv weather the sun lies on

the back of your neck, too, and that takes
the talking out of a man. When it rains,
though, we were under a bit of a tent,
and then a grave is cozy enough after
the stirface soil is through.

''At night there are tough characters
about.not body snatchers; ill that talk is
foolish.but sneaks after bits of brass,
doorknobs off vaults ^nd that.' And we

have eight night men doing the rounds,
each with a double-barrelled gun. That'»
no job for a man that has shaky nerves,
and people seeing it here by day don't
know how It looks by night. Not that I
care; folks in the groijnd are no bother to
me; only, for a new man. there Is one
thing that is queer at night. Wherever
there is an iron chain the rust drips on
the marble work, and on a moonlight night
the long, stained streaks are bad to look
at. Not that 1 care; I didn't come here un¬
til I had seen something.
"I was a farmer In Siam, I was That's

a thing you wouldn't count on" finding
here, alive, a fanner out of Siam. But
Was. Men in deep-water ships gel spells
Of trying uew trades. TaiK uuout de
liavior, a Slam funeral is an awful indecent
thing.drums and gongs and tnen cre¬
mating and the lashes thrown up in the
air to blow four ways. Here in Greenwood
every digger puts on a black coat for the
lowering, fou-r to a grave, and the man
that dug it bosses the other three.
"There's places and places. A man that

buries a deal in one of the other places.-
I wont say which it is.tells nJe ihe dig¬
gers carries flasks and sucks at then-
pipes all day. But here there's order.

Gripn en on trolley cars, barkers for
clothing stores, dogcatchers. song-aril}-,
dance men.I don't care what it is they'
quieten down in Greenwood./ whether they
come in a coach or come in the w agoji
with the big #cwidows.
"Some day school teachers will eatch on

to the kind of education there is in a
place like this, and put sehooty over¬
looking it. Then the boys will be tit to
live with, not shouting like a parcel of
lunatics. And girls.now. I've seen coun¬
tries where they wear their clothes one
way and another, and I used t«)take no¬
tice of 'em. It's making a noise that
gets 'em into trouble; just the want of
behavior.
"Take a girl that is sitting still on a

bfcneh.she don't get pulled about. It't
the giggling and pushing that makes 'em
hold themselves cheap. I haven't had my
eyes shut, and I always mistrust thes«
romping games. A laugh Is a laugh, there
is lio denying that, when a man has an
outing once in a way, like at the min¬
strels. But I say this: A woman will cry
and go on sewing; she'll cry and go on
with the wash; and a man, ha^ll swear un¬
der his breath at anything contrary, a bit.
of a root or so, working away ail the
while, but laughing don't suit with work-
when you laugh you knock off. And you*
disturb other folks, too, for crying is a
gentle sound, but laughing cracks like a
pistol."
Backus had talked himself out. and be¬

gan whittling a bit of dead twig with a
Lone-handled knife.


